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NOTICES. 

We are grateful to “ Nep’’ fer his favors. On reading his 
remarks, which we last week published, we were disposed to 
doubt the correctness of our own judgment on the “ Exile’s 
Address,” and recurred to our files for a second examination. 
But unfortunately we have mislaid the manuscript and can nei- 
ther publish, nor alter it. We will be glad if “ Nep” will fa- 
ver us with a second copy. We will pay the postage for the 
sake of a reperusal. We do not hesitate to pronounce “ Nep” 
a good writer. His ideas are fine and commonly arrayed in the 
fascinating habiliments of the light-winged “ Sisters of the Song.” 
But sometimes we have thought, that we detected lameness of 
lines, errors in punctuation, and the like. But these are the 
lapses of a great mind; for “ aliguando dormitat Homerus.”’ 

“ Onesimus”’ is more and more excellent as he advances. 
We are sorry to have ever been the means of “ marring” his 
excellencies: but—but-——“ there is a tide in the affairs of men,”’ 
and that tide may set with violence against one, and drive him 
from his “ fost.” 

In justice to “ Romeo,” upon whom some remarks were 
made in No. 17, we this day publish his letter substantiating 
his claim to the lines in question. We are certain, he will con- 
sider this as liberal treatment on our part. Now we have no he- 
sitancy in saying, we have no evidence to produce against him, 
except that wayward truant, “‘ imagination.’ We are often 
overwhelmed with dudgets of communications, which prove, 
the one half unfit'to publish and the other “ sfolen.’”’ In such 
cases we have only to express our contempt for the stupidity, 
which produced the former, and to detest the mischievious spi- 
rit, which troubled us with'the latter. We are sorry to have 
given “ Romeo”’ the pain of being considered as among that 
number.—It is, Romeo, too true, that the bad company, in which 
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those lines appeared, was the cause of their ill treatment. In- 
deed we are sorry to have offended you. But we beg of you, 
out of regard to yourself, in future, to make your compliments 
in a style less gross in idea or much more poetical in language. 
Had this been the case in the instance under consideration, the 
remarks in No. 17 had been spared, and, of course, your feel- 
ings. We have drid/ed our imagination, that it mey jead us no 
more astray, and give you thus full credit for the Sailor’s ** Ad- 
dress” and the ‘ Invitation.” We know there is no so irritable 
animal in creation as that compound of whimsies, and notions 
‘yclept an “ Author.” ‘ MWe’? say on this subject what we have 
felt, and must be more regardful of our “ brethren of the same 
principle” in future. 


TO THE EDITOR OF THE HIVE. 


Sir, 

I received your 17th No. in which I saw inserted the lines 
I presented you with, a few days-since, but surrounded with so 
many remarks and notices, as, you may well conceive, gave me 
no very agreeable sensations.—I: was surprised to find, thata 
person of your reputed judgment, could be so duped by imagi- 
nation, as to write with so much confidence in respect to the 
originality of the piece. 1 am sensible you must have drawn 
that conclusion merely from a comparison of the piece itself 
with the lines that preceded it ; erroneously inferring, that they 
could- net have been written by the same hand. °AS to the 
“ doggerel compliments” (as you were pleased to call them) 
vith which you were disgusted, 1 own they were written mere- 
ly through. the hilarity of my disposition, as from. friend to 
friend, without the least reserve—neither expecting censure ; 
nor approbation.—As |, think I need not tell you, they were not 
intended for publication, neither did 1 expect criucism—Yet I 
could have passed over in silence all remarks upon them howe- 
ver severe—perhaps too well convinced, that: they deserv’d.no 
better treatment. But when you, in the most pointed manner, 
call. me thief and impostor ; one who.uses the works of another 
and claims them as his own, I thought it then high time to re- 
ply —Thank Heaven, I am bless’d with a temper, that is not 
easily transported beyond the bounds of reason, or 1 could never 
have* attempted to undeceive youx«But J will attempt it——I) will 
use*thissone argument, or rather stand this one trial in order to 
convince youl will send you a copy of two other pieces, 
which I pretend to claim.—Quicken your memory—call on your 
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friends—raize over all the trifles, that ever were written, and if 
you find their fellows now in print (ora fellow to that you have 
already printed) proclaim it—publish my shame—and I will re- 
nounce the title of Author forever. 

P.S. If you conclude the inclosed pieces are not spurious, 
and yet in your opinion have sufficient merit to appear in your 
paper, you are at liberty to use them. As you have granted 
the pretended author of the inserted verses the privilege of 
proving their originality (if it was in his power), through “ The 
Hive,” I hope on a thorough examination, if you are convinced 
they are not stolen, you will be so kind as to insert a notice to 
that effect. 


THE SEAMAN’S FAREWELL ADDRESS, 
A SONG. 


Bliss is ever on the wing, 
In haste to fly away ; 
Then catch the charmer as I sing, 
And press her, while we may. 
cHuorUS.—QOh let bliss around us dwell, 
While, I take a long farewell. 


Friends, companions of my youth, 
Ah—must we learn to part ; ’ 
Yet distance ne’er shall hide your worth, 
Or drive you from my heart ; 

Then let bliss, &c. 


Perhaps within these walls no more 
The social eve to spend, 
I tell my strange adventures o’er, 
To kindred, sire, or friend ; 

Yet let bliss, &c. 


Hope, the spring of life, will say, 
The tempest threats in vain ; 

The gales, that drive you far away, 
Shall waft you back again. 

Then let bliss around us dwell, 
While I take a long farewell. 


Sa ei 
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THE COQUETTE’S INVITATION, 
Ah why resist the tender gaze, 
Why turn you from our charms ; 
Delight is ever in our ways, 
And virtue in our arms : 


The song and dance, with us advance, 
The graces round us play, 

Be greatly wise, in Cupid’s eyes, 
And give your hearts the way. 


Why, mourner, why forlorti and sad, 
Wear out the joyless day ; 

The pipes are tun’d to make you glad, 
The graces laughing say, 


“¢ Come force a smile, be gay awhile, 
Let pleasure rule to-day, 

Be greatly wise, in Cupid’s eyes, 
And give your hearts the way.” 


ROMEO. 
PSULLOUCHORISMACHIA.—ror THE HI¥E. 


(Continued from fiage 143.,) 
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But while I, genius, rarest pow’r, invoke, 

My lyre breathes not at genius’ sweeping stroke ; 
Genius, that sweeps for many a bard the string 

And bears aloft his verse on sounding wing: 
Meonia,(1) Mantua,(2) and a thousand hills ;(3) 
Thames, and “sweet Avon,” and a thousand rills,(4) 
Have listen’d tothe master-ministers of song 

And gales and waves have borne their notes along : 
Wild beasts have languish’d, sturdy oaks have mov’d(5) 
To catch the airs of Orphean bards, they lov’d: 
Millions have *“ d0w’d” and shouted loud, “ A Gop !” 
If these great Cesars of the song “ but nod :’’(6) 
Alas these bards in Fame’s high temple roost 

Too high for me to reach—without a b00s8t :— 

Poor Devil 1! nor man nor muse can raise, 

Not e’en flatter, e’en to hint at praise, 

Pow’rs of rhyme! and must I always Aitch 

In halting verse ; provoke not Cynthius’ twitch !(7)} 
Immortal jingle! I’ll have help, “ by Styx !”(8) 
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That on my lines immortal stamp shall fix : 
And now I have it !—’ Twas a lucky nab ; 

I’ll have the queen of all the Faries, Mab. 

Oh Mab, erst queen of all the realms of sleep, 
Dost not thou still thy fam’d equipment keer ¢ 
Who once o’er brains in vision’d nut-shell rode 
Light as Arachne e’er o’er dew-drop trode ;(9) 
Of ’Rachne’s web thy viewless trace was told | 
And Clarion’s(10) wings, that glow’d with airy gold, 
Begleam’d its roof and swelling sides with night 

To drive thy rounds in Fairy realms of light. 

Oh Mab, thy reign, when poets dreamt their lays, 

Nor wak’d ail night, but slefit ali day for bays ; 

When verse like Spencer’s flow’d like common talk, 

And bards could rhyme with much more ease than walk! 
Oh Mab! and still ny reign our beds shall bless 

And still in verse our nursing slumbers dress: 

Thy Fairy train, again by fancy fed, 

Fancy by thee so often brought to bed,(11) 

Shall wind in Spencer’s and in Shakespeare’s strain, 

And dance on bending moonbeams o’er the plain.(12) 
Methinks, Oh Mab! e’er Fancy quits the earth 

She’ll surely bless us with another birth : 

Cimice gravis :(13)——Fairy gossips call ; 

The moonbeam sisters re-assemble, all ; 

The anxious hofies of parent bard assuage 

And usher forth the child of Fancy’s age ; 

Nay; two “ by Gemini,”(14) he fain would see, 

If so the mistress of the scene decree ; 

Like Castor and Pollux(15) of the times of old, 

Cimex and Pulex(16) shall their names be told. 


(To be continued. ) 


(1) © Mzonia,” that part of Ionia, bordering on the ancient 


Caria; the native land of Homer. 
“* * * 7 * Homerus 


“ Posteritate suum creecete sensit opus.” 
Propertiue. 








(2) * Mantua”“«The birth place of Virgil. The following is 
the epitaph he wrote for himself and is an exemplification of his 
celebrated modesty. 


Mantua me genuit: Calabri rafuere : tenet nune 
Parthenofie: cecini pascna, rvra, dnces. f 
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(3) Amongst all the “ Hills ;” rea/ and imaginary ; whether 
‘they are to be sought in the Geography of the Republic of 
‘Letters or on the face of the terra firma, Mount Parnassus 

‘seems to have been the one most sought for. I believe this has 

been sought in wrong latitudes. It has not been correctly laid 

down on the map of the Land of Literature. I will only observe 

here that it lays in the same latitude with, and is just beyond, 

the “* Hill of Science ;” on the top of which is the “ Temple 

of Truth,” and another, dedicated to innocent fiction. 

(4) I know of no poet, who has not celebrated his native place 
and imagined or found some river or creek to bepraise. Per- 
haps a Quinnebaug or a Conestogoe muy yet be doom’d to run 
over the rough bed of tny verse. The latter has already worn 
many a rough line smooth. Poor stream! [ pity its hard fate, 
that its waters “ should be again troubled.” 

(5) Orpfihea detinuisse feras et concitu dicunt 
Flumina Threicia sustinuisse lyra. 
Propiertius. 
Orfiheaque in medio frosuit, sylvasque ssquentes. 
Virgil. 
(6) . . . . and Cassius is 
A wretched creature and must bend his body, 
If Czsar carelessly but nod on him. 
Tragedy of Julius Cesar. 
(7) Cum canerem reges et frelia, Cynthius aurem 
Vellet, et admoniut.” 
Virgil. 

Not even to be thought of sufficient poetical consequence, to 
be deserving of a single admonition from Apollo! not to deserve 
to be “* fulled by the ear!’ Oh! tis too provoking. 

(8) This oath is famous among the Gods. They, and ail the 
ladies and gentlemen of the court, swear “ by the Styx.” “ By 
this lake if any of the gods swore falsely he lost his divinity for 

100 years,” gravely remarks a Lexicographer. Wo to me! if I, 
a divine froet, have trifled with this terrible lake. 
(9) * Soft as the web Arachre weaves 
To ward the night-dew from the lily’s leaves ; 
Chaste as the pity of Aurora’s tears, 
When the web trembles with the pearl it bears.” 
R. T, Paine 

10) Hoc verbum, “ Clarion,” maxime cruciat interpretes, 
afud quoe de illo lis magna est. Alii legunt-Clarrion ; alit Kla- 
rion. Set tucfte. Ego exestimo, juxta Jo. Scaligerum, * Clas 
irion ; de quo, vide Shen, in “ Muiopfrotmos.”’ 

* * * « Her shiny wings as silver bright 
Painted with thousand colours, passing far 
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All painters’ she did about ber dight ; 
Not half so sundry colours are 

In Iris’ bow ; ne;Heaven doth shine so bright, 
Distinguished with many a twinkling star ; 
Nor Juno’s bird, in her eye-spotted train, 

So many goodly calours doth, contain. 

The origin of the fiy ischus. .Among the. maids of Venus 
was one who was so nimble in gathering flowers,, that Venus 
desired by what means she succeeded so well; to whom she said 
that Cupid helped her, which inflamed the envy and jealousy of 
the Goddess, to transform her into this same Clarion, thus: 

“ Eftsoons, that damsel, by her Heavenly might, 
She turn’d into a winged butterfly, 
In the wide air to make her wandering flight, 
Andall chose flow’rs, with which so plenteously 
Her lap she filled had, that bred her spight, 
She plac’d in her wings, for memory 
Of her pretended crime, though crime none were, 
Since which that fly them in her wings doth bear.’ 
Spencer, 
(11) Mab.— She is the Fancy’s midwife, and she comes ; 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone, 
On the forefinger of an alderman ; 
Drawn by a team of little atomies, 
Athwart men’s noses, as they lie asleep :— 
Her waggon spokes,are of long spinner’s legs ; 
The cover, of the wings of grass-hoppers ; 
The traces, of the smallest spider’s web ; 
The collars, of the moon-shine’s watry beams; 
he whip, of cricket’s bone, the lash of film ; 
Her waggoner, a small great coated gnat; 
Her chariot is an empty hazzel-nut, 
Made by the joiner squirrel and old grub, 
Time out of mind, the Fairie’s coach-makers. 
And in this state she gallops night by night.’ 
Shakespeare. 
(12) « ” @ ° know, 
‘Fhat what you saw was all a Fairy show; 
And all those airy shapes you now behold | 
Were humane bodies, cloth’d in earthly mold ; 
Our souls, not yet prepared for upper light, 
: 


Till doom’sday wWander.in. the shades of night ; 4 
This only holy-day* of all the year, i 
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* May Ist 
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th 


We priviledg’d in sunshine may appear ; 
With songs and dance we celebrate the day 
se And with due honors usher in the May. 


be At other times we reign by night alone, 
e And frosting through skies, pursue the mon ; 
14 


But when the moon arises, none are found, 

th For cruel Demigorgon walks the round, 

of And, if he find a Fairy lag in light, 

He drives the wretch before and lashes into night. 


os Dryden out of Choucer, 
he (13) “ Cimice gravis.” 

ne “ Marte gravis, geminam partu dabit Ilia frolem.” 

a rn Virgil. 


(14) Thisis not so funing an oath as the following. “ By 
Gemini ! Cancer is a Crab and must cfawl backwards,” 

(15) Castor and Pollux were twin brothers ; famous, the for- 
mer for boxing and the latter for horsemanship. ‘“ They were 
taken up into Heaven and made the sign, Gemini,” 

(16) “ Cimex,” a bug; of what kind, the reader may conjec- 
ture from this phrase of Pliny, “animal fedissimum” and from 
Martial “ tristis cimice lectus.” —* Pulex.”-——A flea: “ si quid 
pulice sordidius.” Mart»—“ Pulex irrepens dacessat dente.” 

Col. 


OTHER NOTICES. 
Several communications on hand. They shall be attended to 

in due time. We ask-only for such aid as “ Onesimus,” “ Flo - 
beriany. “ Lothaire,”’ “ Democritus,” “ Crassus,” ** Romeo’’ and 
tom Ned O’the Hills,” can offer us. To them we look for aid 

with confidence. 
” .. ERRATA. 
th Yn No. 18, page 142, 15th line from the top, “ rung” should 
lhe wrung. No. 19, last page, “ errata” should be erratum, 
a 


Tae Hire will be rssued once a week, and forwarded to.sub- 


scribers at $2 fer ann. payable, one half at the expiration of 


six months from the date of the first number, and the remainder 
at the end of the year. 
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